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Wednesday 


Author's Notes: 
This one is weird. ts an SM fic with no SM.. And as usual, bad English. So, uh, consider yourself warned. 


(| think | actually had a point there. | also think | had fucked it up. Gah) 


To be a good "M", you have to be strong 


This was what Vince had learnt from his first two years in the Stardust Club Sure enough, you had to be 
obedient. Be a good boy, that way they would like you more, and it (probably) wouldn't hurt that bad. Some 
guys are beasts. But nothing was as important as being tough, physically and mentally. 


The later, in fact, turned out to be the biggest problem. During his two eventful years, he had seen too many 
breakdowns. Too many "| can't take it"s. He remembered seeing a fifteen-year-old boy (two years younger 
then he was) bursted into tears. He watched them drag him away. All the hysteric, useless struggles. Then he 


promised himself, he wouldn't be one of those losers 


He wouldn't allow himself. That was how he had learnt to accept it. Yes, he hated it here. This place. The 
slavery, the bondage, everything. But he hated being defeated even more. Eventually, he was sure he would 
fight his way out of here. Before that he could do anything. 

„And they all had no effect on him. He could cry, could beg in tears, could lick cum off any dirty fucker's 
boots. When they were done, they were done. Nothing could really humiliate him. Nothing could affect him. He 


was still the same person 


RR 


When the clock struck eleven, he was sitting in front of his small mirror, putting on eye makeup. Vince 


carefully smudged the coal black eyeliner. Standing over him, Tommy frowned slightly. 
"Look, man," he started, “it's stupid of you to." 

"| know" 

"How can you? | havent finished yet! 


Vince stood and turned. To where a larger mirror located; a full length one. He checked himself out. He checked 


his whity gloves and white boots; his naked body, gloriously young, honey-skinned. 

".| wasn't fucking talking about the eyepatch." 

"| know." He said. Then he turned again, this time to Tommy. 

"How do | look?" 

"God. will you quit that already?" 

It was fucking Wednesday. Vince walked to the bed, huge and round; before all these, before he was kidnapped, 
he had a girlfriend who had straight brown hair and would dream of a bed like that. He sat down on the edge 
of it. Then slowly, he lay down and inhaled, staring at the ceiling. "I'm ready. Tie me up." 

"What?!" 


"Come on, man You know | can't do it myself." 


"You're out of your mind! .. There's an hour left." 


Vince stared at him quietly for a moment: 

"| know." 

His voice was soft. Those chocolate eyes strangely bright; something was glowing in them. 
"You know everything, don't you? Slut?" 

"Come on," he merely said. 


"| don't see at all why you're all worked up," Tommy murmured, as he walked to him anyway. Vince tilted his 


head and smiled. "What if | tell you he's an old, ugly, bald fatfuck?" 

"Nope! 

"Is it because he pushes you hard enough? .. You really are a slut, Blondie." 

He swallowed it. Fair enough. It wouldn't spoil the day for him; it was Wednesday, after all. 

"Tighter" 

"God, Vince. You won't be able to fucking move a muscle after all these." 

"| told you, tighter." 

And tighter, his limbs twisted in a weird way. It seemed to him that the joints were all at the wrong places. 
And when he tried to move, he could feel the rough texture of rope against him instead. Holding him down, 
down, down. The agony. God. 

He gave a soft moan Tommy didn't notice. Or he pretended like he didn't. 

"Is it because you think he can get you out of here?.. Answer me, Blondie." 

"| think it's because he has beautiful fingers," he said. 


"How do you suppose to know?" The black fabric fell onto his eyes; The world was shut out. "You can't see." 


"| just.know it. Or because he has a sexy voice." 


He listened carefully. The door slid close, and he was left alone. 


41 minutes. 


RR 


The longer you lived here, the more you would find yourself like an animal. They ate and fought and fucked, 


and couldn't care less about anything else. The ideal of mankind. 


If there was no humiliation, there would be no excitement. Sex would become boring and pointless. And 


everday-ish. If you knelt down to somebody everyday, you wouldn't feel like the first time you did it. 


Maybe it was what Wednesday was to him: the day of indulgence. To remember what shame was. To 


remember real pleasure. 
Or should we put it the other way?.. 


Maybe Tom was right. Fuck him. Or it was both. We could only feel shame when we felt like we were doing 
something wrong. It was wrong to think about future here. In the kingdom of sex. 


„If there was no hope, there would be no life at all. 


eR 


The fingers. Beautiful, lean, long. Earlier he had touched them. They had slapped him. They had been inside of 
him. Now they were just lingering about his eyepatch, a millimeter or so above. He could feel the fingertips on 


his eyeball. So strange, yet he was turned on, big time. His mouth went dry. He heart leapt to his throat. 
Come on. Take it off Take it off. 


His lips slightly parted, trying to make his point soundlessly. The man leaned in And bit him. Hard enough to 
draw blood. He yelped. 


„| want to see you. And / want you to see me. 


So bad. He wanted it so bad. He was almost going to cry again. With every touch, he trembled like a virgin 
Every fucking touch. He yielded to it, as though it was his dear life. 


Take me away. Take me away. 
But he hadn't heard it. His soundless plead. The only beg he didn't fake out. And that was it. This Wednesday 
was no different. 


(Was he, in the manner of a child, always hoped and was disappointed? Was Wednesday some kind of festival to 
him?..) 


But before he left, Vince heard him said: "Whats your name, kid?" „He decided he liked his voice better. Low 
and husky and demanding. Yet there seemed to be something under it. Thick and flowing, like a quicksand river. 


He said: "They called me ‘Blondie’ 


He was waiting for him to ask his real name. He waited, until he realized he was gone. Then he buried his face 
in the pillow and cried for a little while, when the wounds on his back still was stinging. 


RER 


It was a beautiful night. Tonight he had no customers. Tommy found Vince sitting in the balcony, looking up. Few 


stars; the pale moon hung above trees. As usual he had no idea what he was looking at. 
Vince did not turn at the point. But when Tommy was about to leave, he spoke up. 


"Hey," he said, quietly, to no one in particular, "tell me what he was like, would you?" 


Tom hesitated. He looked at him. The look in his eyes. The childish features. The parting in his hair; he had 
dropped his head down. 


And slowly, he started, in a story-telling manner: 


"He had long, jet-black hair. Straighter than mine. About six feet three; he had the eyes of the stars.” 


